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Summary:
In which Ashley walks in on Andrew jacking off. You can guess what happens after that.

Notes:
This is basically a prequel to an event alluded to in my previous fic, “Pandora’s Box”…..

“Hehe, I didn’t make you jerk off to me. I just walked in and you didn’t even bother to stop. Talk about thirsty.”

“I did stop! You’re embellishing this story and you know it!”

“Am I though? You’re the one that came in my mouth at the end!”

Yeah, that part :)

Enjoy!

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
Andrew listened intently for the sound of the shower to come on for what felt like ages. Just what the hell was she doing in there that took so long anyway?

 

Nevermind, it was…probably best he didn’t think about that in the state he was in right now…..

 

Which was… relentlessly horny. So horny he caught himself looking at his own sister for a bit too long today; some deep dark, unwanted and unwelcome thoughts coming to mind as well, reminding him that he hadn’t gotten laid nor been able to rub one out for over two weeks now.

 

The fact that his eyes would linger on Ashley like that…or think about her in the shower at this moment was enough proof to him that if he didn’t get some kind of release soon he’d…

 

Fuck. Everytime he went too long without sex or masturbating this would happen. Normally he could handle his sister’s teasing and innuendos along with whenever she’d change her clothes in front of him without warning, or jump on top of him unannounced and uninvited.

 

He knew things were bad when he was getting off to Ashley, and it would only get worse.

 

As soon as the faint sound of running water came through, Andrew inched his hand down to the cause of all his problems, stroking it through his pants making him jerk slightly, surprised over how much a light touch like that could get to him.

 

With a sigh and a glance toward the door, he unzipped his pants, freeing his want from its confines just a little more before letting it bounce out of the opening in his boxers. It was throbbing without his touch. Even the slightly crisp, cool air surrounding him felt like a caress to his sensitive manhood. Already drizzled with a little precum.

 

“A-aaah-…” he clapped his hand over his mouth and hissed, trying his best not to react vocally to his hand gripping onto his member.

 

Just a little. Just cum and that will be it. Hell, even if he ends up not having the time to cum, he could relieve himself for just a few moments.

 

With deep breaths and quiet groans which turned into suppressed moans, he fucked himself. His hand pumping up and down as precum trickled down  from his hand to his wrist. He couldn’t stop to wipe it off though. Not while he had such little time to…

 

“Wha-?!?! Ah…what the fuck!? H-how long have you been there?!” He sat up frantically, shoving a pillow on top of his erection.

 

Ashley was standing nearby with an impish smile on her slightly flushed face, wearing nothing but a goddamn towel.

 

“Long enough to see that you’ve definitely been having too much fun without me.”

 

“Jesus Christ Ashley just…just get out okay! Can you just leave me alone for five fucking minutes maybe?”

 

“Oh whatever. Don’t mind me. You think I haven’t heard you breathing all heavy at night before? You’ve jerked off with me in the room mannnny times before so what’s the big deal?”

 

“What’s the ‘big deal’? Are you fucking crazy?! This is absolutely NOT something you should see! Get the fuck out Ashley! I’m serious!”

 

“So you have no self control or something? You can’t just stop and do it later?”

 

Andrew let out a deep sigh, still refusing to look at her.

 

“Listen, I don’t think you’re able to understand how.. pent up I’ve been so just-do me a fucking favor for once and get out so I can…”

 

“Wha-?! W-w-what do you think you’re doing?!”

 

The towel had dropped, revealing her….well her everything. Nothing could be left to the imagination, (Not like he ever imagined anything about or..with her though!) leaving Andrew’s heart pounding and thoughts racing.

 

Holy fuck. Was she about to try something with him?

 

“Relax okay? I just gotta change my clothes.”

 

“Unless…you want me to stay like this.” She smiled at him mischievously, her hand in front of her mouth.

 

His cock throbbed, curious and horny eyes unable to behave as they scanned her naked body.

 

“You gonna keep going or what?”

 

“I can’t with you…you..ahhh you know what, fuck it! I’m just gonna close my eyes and pretend you don’t exist.”

 

“And miss the free show I’m giving you? Man, you’re boring.”

 

For whatever screwed up reason, Andrew’s hand went back to encircle his aching cock again, responding to Ashley as he (almost shamelessly) pleasured himself.

 

“Do you even hear what you’re saying right now?”

 

He could hear the soft rustle of fabric as he imagined her trying to squeeze her ass into her shorts.

 

“Psh, you even know what you’re doing right now?”

 

“Just shut up already!”

 

Curious eyes opened to glance at her, secretly hoping to catch her in a state of undress again.

 

“Are you… watching!? ” She had plopped down on the floor, her legs folded beneath her right in front of his bed.

 

“Well yeah. I’ve never seen a guy jerk off before. You can’t blame me for getting curious.” She was making that cute, no, no ! Annoying pouty face of hers.

 

Oh the things he could teach her……

 

But Jesus Christ! No! Just-..….no!

 

It’s not like that! I’m not like this at all! He told himself over and over again in his head as though it were a mantra.

 

“Can I touch it?”

 

“For the love of god, no!” He yelled, turning away from her. Not like he’d been looking (down her shirt) at her though.

 

“Jeez okay then, you don’t have to be all dramatic about it…”

 

“I mean…..can you just…quit being so weird about this?” He said, his hand still caressing his dick, then moving his hand up and down again, trying not to shudder over the reality of….

 

“Also…it’s….it’s kinda hard to keep going when you’re staring at my-…m-me…..” He added.

 

“Really? Cause you seem perfectly hard to me right now.”

 

“Fuck I mean…just…” He let out a long, sexually frustrated sigh.

 

“You can look just…just be quiet please…”

 

“Hmph…” she sulked, crossing her arms over chest which only emphasized her cleavage.

 

God it was all because of those fat tits that he was like this. Why the hell did his sister of all people have to have such an amazing rack? It wasn’t fair.

 

He continued though. Whatever, fuck it. Life sucked anyway. The least he could do was enjoy himself just a little. He did his part in trying to kick her out, but if she wanted to stay and flaunt her body around him then fine.

 

This wasn’t his fault. Tits are just tits. Not like his dick cares who they belong to. It’s a completely normal biological response.

 

He tried to cover up a moan with a sigh.

 

“Ohh it got….” He looked up at Ashley to see her face a little intrigued and…flustered. Excited?

 

“W-what did I say about…”

 

“It got bigger Andrew, isn’t that the kind of thing guys wanna hear?”

 

“And you like that…” he mumbled to himself almost inaudibly, picking up the pace without even noticing.

 

Ashley licked her lips, and let out a deep long, sensual sigh.

 

“FUCKK Andreww you’re turning me onnn!!!…”

 

He didn’t respond and pretended not to hear her. Just squeezed his cock a little tighter as it throbbed in his hand. He was getting close already and he just couldn’t stop. It felt like his entire body was on fire.

 

The way she worded that was just so…. He was turning her on. In other words, he was making her wet making  her want to….

 

“Mmmm…” she moaned ever so slightly, squeezing her own breast, her face a crimson color and her eyes sparkling with a certain want he’d never seen before. God it was so erotic seeing Ashley touch herself like this.

 

While fondling her breast with one hand, she snaked the other down to get busy between her legs. Andrew just stared. Mesmerized.

 

Ashley was touching herself right in front him. Holy shit. Just why…why did she have to be so fucking hot? Why did she, his own sister get him so hard? Why was he harder, more worked up; heart pounding, head swimming, legs numb, body engulfed in some sort of mysterious heat by looking at her than his own girlfriend?

 

Why did this feel as though this was the first time he’d ever even jerked off before? Why did he long to see her open her legs? To touch her everywhere, lick her lovely little cunt and fuck her for hours on end. 

If only….

If only……..

If he touched her though, he knew she’d fucking love it and they really would end up doing all of the things he was fantasizing about and more….

Which was precisely the problem as the only thing he could desperately cling onto to justify all of this was the idea that as long as they didn’t touch each other, this wasn’t really incest….Right?!

 

Ahhh…haaahh….” He let out something of a suppressed and frantic vocalization as he pumped his cock with vigor.

 

“Oh my god….fuck…fuck I’m gonna…”

 

Ashley got up abruptly to kneel between his legs shoving her face in front of his cock.

 

“Wha-wha the-?”

 

“Let me taste it Andy….”

 

Her voice. He’d never heard her speak in a tone like that. It wasn’t teasing or demanding, rather it was as though she needed it. As though she were begging him.

 

“Nnghhhh…..Aaaaah….” He came ropes on her face and in her mouth which she opened for him nice and wide. “F-fuck…” Without even thinking about it, he rolled his cock along her tongue as he continued to climax still, watching in awe as she swallowed it, her eyes wide with surprise, anticipation and….lust. He looked down at her with an expression she’d never seen before on him herself, caressing a fistful of her hair.

 

Goddamn that was…that was…

 

“God….” Was all he could say, standing up.

 

“Hmm not bad.” Ashley hit him with that line.    Licking his fucking cum from her lips.

 

“I’m…..I’m going to take a shower.” He said, the reality hitting him like a brick. His dumb sister Ashley as usual, seemed oddly unfazed.

 

“You want me to join?”

 

“Fuck no! I don’t want you to ever …” He said, turning away from her with fists clenched before simply walking out and slamming the door behind him.

 

Ashley considered this a win though. He had clearly enjoyed himself. It was obvious. Staring at her tits, rolling the tip of his dick all over her tongue. Knowing Andrew too, she wasn’t surprised at all that he immediately had some kind of boo hoo moral crisis afterward. He’ll get over it. And more importantly, this memory will be carved into his mind forever. He won’t be able to stop thinking about it. About her. This, she considered a victory.

 

Did Andrew jerk off once again in the shower as he imagined Ashley there with him, bent over, boobs bouncing all over the place, her flushed skin covered in droplets of water as he railed her? Yes. Yes, he did.

 

Did Ashley get on Andrew’s bed to spread her legs and shove three fingers inside of her sopping wet pussy as she moaned his name, holding his sheets up to her face to take in the scent of them? Absolutely.

 

Was Andrew able to handle the ‘weight of his actions’ and sleep in his own bed that night? Of course not. They cuddled until dawn.